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^t ®ni f tss«tt. 

On the S9th of June, 1852, as the members of both Houses were 
on their way to the Capitol, the tidings of an event reached them, 
which, with the Buddenness of a blow, amote every heart with grief. 
As soon as the Senate had assembled, before the reading of ita Jonr- 
nal, Mr. Hunter, of Virginia, rose and said : — 

" Mr. Preeident, a rumor has been inroulated Uutt Hemy Cla/ ia dead. I there- 
fore move thai the Senate a^iouru." 

It was indeed too tme. Henry Clay was dead. The moumfiil 
tidings, with lightning speed, swept over the land. Everywhere it 
was received with a silent grief, almost aliin to awe. — There was 
something more than ordinarily terrible in the death of that colossal 
man. Detraction, which for years had leveled the en^nes of a slan- 
derous and relentiess persecution at the Q^reat American Commoner, 
DOW stood abashed and dumbi while friendship and patriotism, all 
over the land, felt another and more poignant sorrow. The favor- 
ite of a nation was laid low, and a nation mourned. The Orator^, 
almost matchless lips," the Statesman of profoundest skill, the Patriot 
of spotless worth, the Citizen, not of bis own Ashland, not of bis 
own Kentucky, not of his own country alone, but higher and nobler 
than all these, the Citizen of a struggling people everywhere, had 
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passed away from earth, and orators, statesmen, patriots and citizens 
Tied in the expression of their sorrow, and mingled their tears over 
the fresh-made grave of the noblest of them all. 

I know not how it is with others, but for myself, I have always 
loved that man. I have loved him, not as Orator, not as Stat£sman, 
not as the Representative of a great party, but I have loved him sim- 
ply as Henry Clay. It was not eloquence, though his eloquence was 
fervid and overpowering; it was not logic, though his logic was keen 
and searching, and yielded only to that of Calhoun; it was not 
statesmanship, though he accomplished more, almost, in statesman- 
ship, than all his compeers ; it was none of these alone, which secured 
for him a lasting hold upon the gratitude and affection of his people, 
but it was the superadded wealth of a great heart, which never knew 
a single pulsation that was not warm with love to country and love to 
all mankind. 

No wonder, then, that the American people should greet him with 
'triumphal processions and multiplied honors when alive, for in him 
■they recognized not only the illustrious statesman, but their noblest 
advocate, and their truest (riend. When death came and despoiled 
him of his strength, no wonder that the same people should greet the 
funeral cortege with demonstrations of sorrow, as it slowly passed 
through the cities and towns which lined the route to Lexington, for, 
is the coffin lay the imperial dead, whose life had been so closely linked 
'With public good, and whose death had left a vacancy in the National 
Councils and National heart, which no living statesman could supply- 
It was meet that Kentucky should pay him the last and saddest of 
loarthly honors; but not to her, not to his native State, not to the Re- 
public even, but to South America, and to Greece, and to posterity 
iie bequeathed his memory, and the treasure of a bright example. 

The lesson is not new. It is as old as history and as universal as 
■our race. It is the lesson which is taught in the lives of great and 
'good men, whose characters have come down to us through the ages, 
moulding by their silent, but powerful influences, the lives of living 
men, and teaching all that there is something higher than self, some- 
hing nobler than fame. It teaches us that our object in life is to do 
x>d, and, in its fulfillment, that intellect, grand as its power and sub- 

>e as its mission confessedly Is, must, for its perfect triumph, be 
'. ed to a loyal and sympathetic heart. 

.0 he simply great is, at best, a poor ambition. History is full of 
the lives of men, who have achieved for themselves, either by some 
peculi^ endowment of talent, or sometimes by the mere force of oir- 
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cumstances, tMs doubtful and dangerous reputatioti ; and one we call a 
great general, another a great statesman, another a great lawyer, and 
another still — a great rascal. The halo of glory, which " the safe dis- 
tance of half a centnry" wreathes around an event of the past, too often 
glimmers with fictitious heauty, and is mellowed by the mild obscurity 
which that distance only can impart. Thus the muse of history may 
tell a mutilated story, and while she records hrilliant deeds, and hands 
down to us illustrious names, it is too often to extol the hero but for- 
get the man. Even in the present, we linow how natural it ia for men 
to be influenced by intellectual display. We are carried away, willing 
and delighted captives, by flights of eloquence, and long after the ora- 
tor has ceased, there linger about his production still, a peculiar charm 
and power, which all men have felt, but which we cannot descrilje* 
It is right that it should be so, for it shows the magnetic power of the 
bnmau mind, and the grand results it can accomplish when directed tow- 
ards anohle end. 

To become a great orator, in a word, to become great in anything, 
for the mere sake of greatness, shonld not be our highrat aim in life. 
We cannot all be orators, all statesmen, all lawyers, all public men in 
their varied capacities, hut we all can and all ought, flrst of all, to be 
good citizens and good men. It is as private men that for the most 
part we must act. Here will lie the sphere of our greatest influence. 
We grow np in a community, identify ourselves with Its interest, min- 
gle with its people, help to shape its progress, help to uphold its laws, 
to cultivate its tastes, to increase Its refinement ; and, to do all this 
with anything like success, wo must educate ourselves for the enjoy- 
ments of social life, and for the duties of citizenship. By-and-hy, per- 
haps, we may have to discharge other duties — but they will all of 
them be the better performed, if we have first fulfilled the duties of a 
citizen. Many of us, it is true, will leave College to euter actively 
upon some profession. Politics, law, tUvinity, medicme open their aven- 
ues and invite us to make their study the work of our lives. If we 
enter upon the career which they open, to be flrst in our profession, to 
enjoy the honors of well earned superiority, is a powerful stimulus to 
aotive and continued labor; but we must not rest satisfied even here. 
We did not lay aside our citizenship nor our individuality when we 
entered the pulpit or the bar, but their responsibilities have only in- 
creased with our progress ; and when we think we have accomplished 
all that Is worth accomplishing in our career, high above the honors of 
the bar and the rewards of a successful industry, stand th^ duties of 
the citizen and the man. These unperformed, all other success is of 
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comparatively little worth ; these firat aod always perfimned, all other 
guocess but addB to the dignity and the power of a truly noble life. 

Our duties then ss citizens, so soon to begin, dttmand at our hands an 
earnest and attentive consideration. How shall they be best discharged, 
is the question we ought to answer. It is moreover a practical ques- 
tion, and one which possesses for us, as students, a peculiar signifi- 
cance. Our advantages, our position as educated men, have of them- 
selves laid new responsibilities upon us. They cannot and ought not 
to be ignored. Instead of denying what society expects, nay, reason- 
ably demands, and thus giving ourselves up to a selfish enjoyment, 
our duty is to acknowledge the justice of her claims, and to prepare 
ourselves for their fulfillment. I do not argue that we have no duties 
which we owe strictly to ourselves — duties too, which concern no one 
else, and which ought first of all to be discharged. But I do say, that 
they all do not end with ourselves ; they extend to society by virtue 
of the relations men mutually sustain, and by virtue of a common hu- 
manity. Koieover, if we throw out of consideration the good we 
thereby do to others, our individual elevation demands that they 
should be performed. We are so constitued that, in the very act of 
benefiting society, we are ourselves improved. Says Guizot, " Man is 
formed for society. Isolated and solitary, his reason would remdn 
perfectly undeveloped. Against his total defeat for rational develop- 
ment God has provided the social relations. In proportion as these 
are extended, regulated and perfected, man is softened, ameliorated, 
cultivated." 

Snch, then, being the relations we sustain, and the duties we owe to 
society, it is our business in College, as well aa elsewhere, to make 
each preparation for their fulfillment, as their importance and our own 
position demand. Of course, our first duty is a thorough education. 
That is the purpose for which the five hundred of us have made this 
College our present home. Here are the rare opportunities wliich the 
wisdom and experience of a century have provided. The mental vigor 
and discipline, which a careful study of the course would impart, will 
be of countless worth ; but that study must not be altogether exclu- 
sive. We must, at times, go aside from it, or we will not obtam all 
the good which it is capable of affording. An unswerving and perse- 
vering application to the daily routine of College study, will disci- 
pline the mind and develop its powers ; but It is not always unat- 
tended with serious evils. We are each day of our lives adding some 
new thought, and feeling some new influence, which go to make up 
tiie unity of our character. They are so hidden and so subtle, that 
we pa^ our College life almost unconscious of their power. If, then, 
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in devotlDg; our energies and our time to the discipline of the conrse, 
ve neglect, as we are exceedingly likely to do, tbe cultivation of the 
other facnlties of our being, we will not, ai^r all, have obtained the 
highest nor the truest education. That will only have been reached, 
■when we shall have properly developed, not only the intellect, but the 
moral and social faculties of our nature, giving to each a harmonious 
union with the rest, and thus impartmg the highest excellence to all. 
Said a. member of the Faculty, whose character and experience give 
additional weight to his words, " The capacity of the intellect for great 
achievmentB ia not separable from the capacity of feeling, but a great 
intellect is more or leas acted upon and animated by strong feeling and 
determined will. The striking predominance of the intellect over the 
feelings, or the feelings over the iotellect, prevents the growth of both. 
The whole soul must be educated in all its powers or it cannot be suo- 
cessAilly educated in any one of them." 

To those, then, who place inteUect immeasurably above the other* 
endowments of the mind, this is an argument which they cannot welb 
overlook, for the highest development of the intellect necessitates the' 
development of the rest. Even if no other reason were advanced, 
this alone is one, which hero-worshippers, and those who make mere 
brains the idol of their homage, cannot well r^ect, much less reiute 
with a sneer. But to those who believe that there is something in the 
social qualitieB themselves, which beautifies and ennobles character, 
this a^nment has a special significance ; for it confinns tbe belief, 
that what God has given us for our rational enjoyment, is not a mat- 
ter of such trifling worth as to be almost ignored, or at best, to per- 
form the office of a convenient and humble servitor. To my mind, 
their value Is founded upon and vindicated by higher and juster claims.. 
They are bo interwoven with oar being and contribute so much to the 
good of others, as well as to our own enjoyment, that we shall not 
have performed our highest duty in life, if we neglect the obligations- 
which they have rightly and reasonably enjoined. 

With some of us at least our connection with College will soon ter- 
minate. With others it will be prolonged a few years more— but for 
all, a short time, at ferthest, will bring the close. If we are to believe- 
the testimony of all mankind and that even of our limited experience,, 
beyond this pleasant four-years home there lies a selfish, battling,, 
heartless worid. We have got to live in it. Every possible tendency, 
almost, is exerted to make men selfish, grasping, hollow-hearted. We 
have got to fight agiunst them, if we would live tiappy and' successful 
lives. I call that a successful life, which finds its reward, not in 
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wealth or honor or fame, hut in the elevation of a common hamanity, 
and tie triumph of a juat cause. In ages past such lives have some- 
times been written In tears and blood. Uen and devils have banded 
together toorushthem. Dungeons and prison-racks and soaffbldB have 
confronted them ; but death alone has conquered. No, death even haa 
not conquered, for above the prison's gloom, above the scaffold's heibgt, 
above, high above, the faggot's gleam, and the jeers and curses of the 
mob, has risen a voice divinely sweet and clear, — " a new coimnand- 
ment gave I unto yon, that ye love one another," and then, clearer and 
sweeter slHl, " inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the leait of these 
my brethren, ye have done it nnto me." — That terrible day has past, 
but its lessons still remain. We are not called upon to be martys, but 
we are called upon, in a humbler sphere, to fulfill the glorious mission 
of an earnest and a uaefiil life. When, therefore, in his preparation 
for that life, I see any one, hat especially when I see a student, with- 
drawing from the influences of social intercourse, and shutting up 
within himself those elements of his nature, which God never gave 
him to abase, I think that man mistakes the true objects of an educa- 
tion, and is growing old before his time. Let us rather — by all means 
let us rather, in the best years of our life, in our youtb, filled aa it is 
with the flush of hope and of future promise, give full play to the fac- 
nlties of the mind and of the soul, cultivate geniality, Iriendahip, and 
a love for the good ; for if so be, that by-and-by onr lives may be tinged 
with sorrow, and disappointment may cast its shadows over us, there 
may be one period toward which we can turn with a quiet joy, and 
which, warmmg our hearts again with the emotions of youth, will 
teach us, that life is not all a waste, nor friendship all a dream. 

I have attempted to jusdiy tbe cliums which the social faculties 
have upon us, in the formation of character. I have done so becanse 
the natural tendency of the College course is to develop the intellect 
alone. It is proper and necessary that It sboald be so. But it by no 
means follows that onr sole du^ here is to devote all onr time and 
energies to its pursuit, for, with all our study and mental discipline, 
there Is still another obligatiDn to be discharged, which demands at 
least a recognition of its worth. Discipline of mind and formation of 
character ought to go hand in hand. While I value a cultivated intel- 
lect, I value also a cultivated heart; and when I vindicate, though 
poorly, the just claims of tbe latter, let me not agdn he misunderstood, 
and charged with offering "a deliberate argument in favor of 'poor 
scholarship,' before an intelligent community. In ,a classic city of classic 
New England !" w. h. f. 
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A century and a half has passed away since a procession of monm- 
ers, in whicli the Tory bishop and the Whig earl walked aide by side, 
moved at dead of night along an aisle of Westminster Abbey, " round 
the shrine of St. Edward and the graves of the Flantagenets," and 
left the coffin of Addison in the chapel of Henry the Seventh. For a 
single moment the contests of the Great Hall were forgotten In the 
sorrow of the Great Abbey, but the sorrow of the Abbey in its tnm 
wfifi speedUy forgotten in the new contests of the Hall. The day was 
yet far in the fature when the death of an English author should 
awaken a wider and sinccrer giief than the death of an English sove- 
reign. The people were still too deeply agitated with anxiety for the 
secnrity of their laws and Uielr liberties, to linger long round the 
grave of one whom they knew hitimately only flirough the medium of 
their literature. Posterity has reversed their decision ; and with what 
keener interest do me turn awa; from palace and parliament, irom the 
crafty and dissolute Lord Treasurer and the admired and bated Gap- 
tain General, from the infamous but quick-witted Wharton and the 
upright but dull-witted Harley, from the eloquent Halifax and the 
courtly Somers, to that simple christian scholar and gentleman, who 
received the highest offices with modesty and filled tbem with int^- 
rity, but who is remembered by us, not as Secretary of Ireland or 
Keeper of the Seals, but as the author of the Cato and the oracle of 
the Spectator. So let us turn to him, not to criUcite either his 
character or his writings, not to enumerate his errors or ferret ont hla 
ianlts, not to Inquire if his criticisms were always Just or his philoso- 
phy always profound, if he never called names or drank too much 
sherry ; but as, near the beginning of the last century, we might have 
stepped in, for a moment after the play, from Govent Garden to 
Button's, where he was sitting over his coffee and talking with Steele or 
Oraggs or Swift, have seated ourselves noiselessly and taken up the 
Postman, lest he should notice our presence and grow embarrassed and 
silent, and so have listened to that charmed conversation which Steele 
eays " was Terence and Catullus in one, but heightened by an exquisite 
something which was neither CatuUns nor Terence, but Addisoa 
alone." 

It would be difficult to name another celebrated writer who stood, in 
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hia own day and among his ovn coantrymen, preoisely where Addison 
stood. The center of the most brilliant literary circle Vbich could 
be gathered in the metropolis, in what has been called its Anguatan 
age ; the friend of Budgell and Fhillippa, of Hckell and Steele, who 
scarcely knew whether they most admired his genius or loved hia char- 
acter ; whose opinion was as eagerly ashed by the critics at Wills's 
and the parsons at Ghilds's, by the politicianB at St. James's and the 
piuloaophers at the Grecian, as by the more favored circle which met 
him nightly at Button's and the Eit-Gat; who won the honest praise 
of Pope, whilst the snarling poet hated him as a rival, and of Swift, 
whilst the Tory dean hatod him as a Whig; who was commended 
oven by Boileau for Latin verses which he pronounced worthy of Vida 
and Bannazario, if not of Horace and Virgil, and complimented even 
by the Cynic of Bolt Court in a sentence which has passed Into a prov- 
erb ; — we certainly cui point to few writers who have eiyoyed among 
their contomporariea a wider, and to none who have enjoyed a more 
enviable popularity. 

There are two men, however, of world-wide celebrity, the mMt 
illnatrioua Englishman of the generation that was going oat and the 
most illustrious Englishman of the generation that was coming in, 
over whose names for a moment we may pause. 

Dryden had Just died. He had been Poet Laureate with a royal pen- 
sion of a hundred pounds a year. He had sat as " autocrat of lettors 
and oracle of the lltorary cluba." He had been pronounced by his own 
generation the first among living English poets. Yet Dryden went 
down to his grave hatod by all sincere Whigs and detostod by all boa- 
est men. He iiad degraded those splendid abilitiea whioh have placed 
him above Cowley, above Prior, above Pope, by vile satires npon vhliue 
and wretohed lampoons upon religion. For the paltry pittance of his 
annuity he had quitted the Church of England and entered the Church 
of Kome. For the equally paltry pittonce of his popularity he had 
spent a long life in pandering to the vile and (awning on the great. 
From the pit of Drury Lane Theater to the throne of St. James's, 
there was no grade of London society whioh be had not insulted with 
his mendicancy and his adulation. 

Ten years before Addiaon died, Johnson was bom. A great man 
he certainly was. No one will grudge so cheap an epithet to one who 
fought hia way up with his pen, against fortune, from the deep degra- 
dation of a daily drudge who slept in a garret and ate in a collar. Into 
the society of writers like Robertson and Churchill, like Adam Smith 
and Sir William Jones ; to be praised by Richardson and courted by 
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Cbesterfield, and to be acknowledged aa the head of that celebrated 
dub which nambered among its members Goldsmith and Gibbon and 
Burke. But the popularity of Johnaon was, after ail, — if we may 
borrow a word from the newspapers — rather the run of a great iotel- 
le.ctnat monstrosity than the quick, sympathetic admiration of a finely 
poised and symmetrical mind. Ken looked, with sentiments not 
very different from those with which the Lilliputians are said to have 
contemplated Gulliver and the original Mexicans to have regarded 
the cavalry of Cortez, on the author who could write the life of Sav- 
age within a fortnight and Basselas within a week ; who dared to pab- 
lisb a Dictionary withont a dedication, and who sustained unassisted a 
series of essays whiob even threatened to eclipse the Spectator ; who 
rolled across Streatham Park tapping the posts as he passed and 
muttering like an idiot ; who did not hesitate to tell Garriok that " he 
didn't know what a fool he was maUng of himself by repeating that 
Btoiy," and Bnrke that "he didn't see hia way through the question." 

The popularity of Addison was different from the popularity either 
of Bryden or of Johnson. Unlike that of the former. It was imsoli- 
ited; unlike tbatof the latter, it was unint«mipted; unlike that of both, 
it was universal. If we esoept Steele, who was unhappily alienated 
during his later years fioia bis old sohool-fellow of the Charter House, 
and Pope, who hated him because he envied him, and maligned him 
beoausehehatedbim.wedo not find that his name was ever mentioned 
but with esteem and affection, by the wits who bad hung upon his lips at 
the CoSee houses, by the nobles who bad applauded his Cato at Drory 
Lane Theater, by the gownsmen who had turned with delight the 
pages of bis Treatise on Medals and his Latin poems at Oxford, or by 
the squires who had grown merry or sad over his Spectators, In every 
borough from Cornwall to Northumberland, 

It was perhaps to be expected that a revulsion of feeling would fol- 
low this unmixed admiration ; that when the well'known &ce had 
disappeared from Sassell Street and Shire Lane, the popular feeling 
towards him would vibrate as far in the opposite direction. And we 
cannot but admit that this, in some degree at least, has been the case ; 
that whilst meu of letters still linger over the pages where the England 
of Queen Anne is so exquisitely pdnted— still love to repeat the 
morning walk with Sir Roger in Spring Gardens, with the glass of 
Bnrton ale and the slice of hung beef at the end, and to read for the 
thousandth time the pathetio letter of £d. Biscuit which tells the sad 
story of the old knight's death — even the Spectator has lost Ha hold 
on the hearts of the people, whOst the Cato has virtually come to be 
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reg&rded merely as a oolleotJon of stately and eloi^ent orations, 
threaded on a narrative, a Thucydides in yerse. 

That the popularity of tbe Gate Bhonld hsre sensibly deoUned is 
far from strange, and many reasons might be assigned to account for 
It. We must content ourselves with barely stating two. 

The first may be found in the complete revolution which baa taken 
place in the oharooter of the English drama and in the public taste 
wliich governs it. ThatAddison's tragedy, whatevermay be itsfaults, 
is immeasurably superior as a work of art to the overwrought passion 
and vapid sentiment whioh night after night crowd Burton's and 
Wallack's, no one can weU deny j but even if its heavy declamaiion 
were lightened and its long disoonrsea abridged, if it« pathos were 
intensified and Booth himself upon the boards, yet we hazard little in 
the assertion that no shrewd mtuiager could be induced to bring it out. 
It would still he a drug in the hooh-seller's stalls. For even then 
, Addison would be hut an imperfect servant of the greatest of masters) 
and here the master himself has fuled. It is a reproach on the times, 
and yet it is true, that Shakespeare himself can not run sg^nst 
Bourcicault, that Hamlet is empty whilst the Octoroon is packed, that 
the Merchant of Venice must he withdrawn to make room for the 
American Cousin. Indeed we may sum up the experience of our day 
in the single sentence, "the success of your play is in inverse 
ratio to its excellence;" so that if the Catowere a masterpiece, which It 
certainly is not, the case would be more hopeless still. 

In the second place, it is more than probable that the Gato was 
overestimated at the time when It first appeared. It was with great 
relnctance, as every reader knows, that its author was Induced to 
hazard a representation, against the very earnest advice of not a few 
of his friends, and among them of Pope. The success of its first presen- 
tation is well known — how an obscure and farfetched analogy, never 
thought of till after the'play bad been written, was instantly seized ; 
how the Whigs applanded because it hit the Tories and the Tories 
beoanse it hit Marlborough, till its triumph was assured and complete. 
This incident appears laughably absurd to us now, yet it is l>eyond 
question that the Cato owed very much of lt« popularity to this inci- 
dent alone. 

But it is not upon the Cato, nor in ftat upon any of his poetical 
writings, that even the most ardent admirers of Addison have in any 
considerable degree sought to rest his fame. He is scarcely better 
known to us as a poet than as a statesman, and as a statesman he is 
scarcely known to us at all. And yet It is doubtful if even the name 
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of B^swell 13 more latimately associated witb the memoirs of Jobn- 
soD, tban the name of Addison with that series of periodical eesays, 
of which, though not the orighiator, he w^ always the soul, which 
Johnson himself did not Boruplo to imitate a few years later in the 
Rambler and the Idlefi and which continued for nearly two years, to 
charm with their mingled humor and wit, with the kindly keenness of 
their satire and the classic beauty of their style, every literary coterie 
ftom the Thajnes to the Tweed. Nor is the character of Boswell 
more perfectly preserved to us in his life of his master than the char- 
acter of Addison in the same memorable papers. As we bend over 
them the walls of the club-room, like the magician's t«nt in the Arabian 
tale, seem to push out on every side, aoross a thousand leagues of 
ocean, across a hundred and fifty years. We Beem to be sitting in the 
fortunate circle at the Kit-Cat, round that alight and graceful form 
which we know so well and love so dearly, to see the placid features 
lighted up with their own peculiw smile and to hear the gentle voice 
whose tones enchant us like a spell. A mind so original and so native- 
ly genial must of necessity leave its impress on his writings, and even 
if In his introductory sketch of the Spectator he had not unconsciously 
painted himself, some at least of the qaalities which he there acknowl- 
edges might have been discovered with little difficulty in the subse- 
quent papers. We do not need to be reminded in the taciturn 
philosopher who, during a residence of eight years at the University, 
'■scarce nttered the quantity of a hundred words, and who could not 
remember that he ever spoke three sentenoes together in his whole life," 
of the retiring modesty of the illustrious author to whom the philoso- 
pher himself owes all his immortality. For there is not a page in bis 
writings which does not borrow from this beaatiful trait sometbing of 
its peculiar charm. Nor did it leas pervade and beaatity his conver- 
sation, when he shrank from dinner parties and crowded companies, 
to sit down apart with some congenial acquaintance and, as he himself 
expressed it, " think aloud." It rendered him not less cautious in the 
advancement of his opinions than timid in the publication of hia 
works. We IckA in vain in his most elaborate articles, in the criticisms 
of Milton and the celebrated papers on the Pleasures of the Imagina- 
tion, for anything of the determined dogmatism and the confident 
assurance, which mark the writings as well as the life of Johnson 
In graceful and delicate humor and wit, Addison was inferior to. 
none of his contemporaries. Indeed Hacaulay has pronounced him 
Bnperior to them all. And surely in nothing else does the Spectator 
evince more cleariy its distingnisbed pre-eminence over the Tatter, to 
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which he contribnted bat rarely, and the Englishmui, to which he did 
not contaibute at all, on the one hand, and over the Bambler and the 
Idler on the other. His hnmor is not the reckless merriment of the 
mountebank, but the oocaaional playfulness of the serious man — as gen- 
ial ronnd the Yule log on a Christmas eve, as on the pages where it 
sparkles and foams for all time. Hia satire ia not the snarl of the 
misanthropist, but the afTectionate reproof of the lover of mankind ; 
it is sharp but not barbed. The delicate irony with which he ridicules 
the popular fancies and follies of the day — making the small wit 
ashamed of his pun and the fine lady of her party patch — making 
merry to-day over a oommode eighteen inches in height and to-morrow 
over a hoop almost large enough to fill a pew — ^reminds us of nothing 
so vividly as of those elegant satires in which Horace raised his voice 
in vain against the vices and comtptions of the last days of the 
Soman Republic. 

But not in wit nor In humor, in satire nor criticism, lies that which 
is to us the one inestimable charm of the Spectator. The critical 
papers, far they were in advance of their own times, are almost com- 
monplace in 0UI8. The satirical papers have done their work. There 
may he times, rare indeed, but possible to all of as, when the gayer 
society of the club-room becomes dull. £.ven Sir Andrew Freeport 
may sometimes grow tedious and Will Honeycomb may talk too long. 
But no such dimness is on those bright pages which introduce us to 
the old Worcestershire baronet, with his cheerfnl temper and his 
large heart, with his delicious self-complacency and his rare humanity i 
to the landlord who " stands up at church when everybody else is upon 
his knees to count the congregation and see if any of his tonanta 
are misdng," and to the Justice who settles the disputes that are 
referred to him by gravely announcing that " much might be said upon 
both ffldes." 

In his portrait of Sir Roger de Coveriey and his friends — the 
venerable chaplain who was better acquainted with backgammon 
than with 0-reek, and the entertaining game keeper who " made a May- 
fly to a miracle and furnished the whole country with angle rods" — 
Addison discloses some of the finest qualities of his mind and some of 
the purest instincts of hia character. The scenes in which they are 
severally introduced to us — the visit of the Spectator to Coyerley Hal1> 
the parish church and the assizes, of Sir Roger to Spring Gardens, 
the abbey and the theater — are not singular nor striking. They are 
such as doubtless occurred every day to some two actual Englislimen, 
at the beghming of the last century. For It is on these pages as on 
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QO others that the England of Qneeu Aane lives again. And yet onr 
rninda Inatinctivaly attest the truth of the judgment which Kttcaulay 
has pronoonced, that " vhfle euch events can hardly be said to fonn a 
plot, yet they are related with snch truth, such grace, such wit, aneh 
humor, such pathos, anch knowledge of the human heart, such knowl- 
edge of the ways of the world, that they chum ns on the hosdredth 
pemsal." Nor are we prepared to quarrel with Horace Walpole for 
saying that since Falstaff, there is nothing bi literature to rival Sir 
Roger de Coverley. 

We have spoken of the Spectator as Addison ; nor oonM we do 
otiierwise without reversing the verdict of five generations. We have 
somewhere seen a wise remark of Dr. Johnson, that " while Addison 
wrote half the Spectator and there was all England to write the other 
half, yet not half of this other half is good." Of Steele, in particular, 
it is nndonbtedly true that he was a writer of .eminent ability, purer 
than Dryden, wittier than Gongreve ; nay, the distance is probably not 
greater between Addison and Steele, than between Steele and every 
other essayist of hia time. But from the public voice to private judg- 
ment there is no appeal, and the public voice, in unmistekable tones, 
has assigned to Addison ^I the glory of their common work. 

It is probable that this glory is heightened by the aovelty of the 
enterprise, and by the skill with which it met the wants and rebuked 
tiie vices of tiie times. The Tatler was an experiment. It only 
discovered or at moat it only partially explored the broad field of which 
the Spectator took Immediate and fall possession. The task which 
confronted the new periodical was indeed dishearte&ing. It found 
society rotten in its corruption, and it undertook with the priociples of 
a more than human morality to llit and restore it. It found literature 
loathsome with the trail of Wychcrly and Swift, and it sought to 
purify that literature itself and the corrupt taste of the community 
that clamored for and applauded it. And it is not too much to say 
that it accomplished both. For underneath the learning of Addison, 
underneath his refinement and his literary culture, there lay an earnest 
christian purpose. If he brought again to I^ht the beauties which 
ago had covered up in the old English ballads, he brought to light also 
the strong love of virtue, which licentiousness had covered up in Eng- 
lish hearts. He taught the sneering courtier that it was possible to be 
a christian without ceasing to be a gentleman, and the frowning Puri- 
tan that it was possible to be a gentleman without ceasing to be a 
ohristian. Though among tiie first wits and not the last satirists of his 
day, he never employed his wit to ridicule morali^ or hia satire to 
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oarioature the Cbnrch. But that deep religiouB fervor vhich made 
his death bo memoTuble, is equally manifest ia all his vritiogs ; not 
less in Ms wittiest rebukes of the foibles and vices of court and people, 
than in ttie religious meditadona of Saturday moming, which Maoaulay 
assures us will bear a comparison with the finest passages in MassUlon. 
It is now a hundred and fifty years since, m that venerable manHion, 
still standing hi the midst of London, whose ancient turrets and carved 
and gilded chambers carry us hack to the days of William and the 
Revolution, of Cromwell and the Long Parliament, the " gentle pea" 
of the brilliant essayist was laid a«de and the loving heart of the 
.christian philanthropist grew still. Within this period many new 
names have arisen and many revolutions have ocourred in the world 
of letters. The Times has taken the place of the Spectator beside 
the coffee on the breakfast table of Uilord, and Hckwick has almost 
'driven Sh" Boger from the stage. But when we look back over the 
long line of illustrious authors who, shioe the reign of Elizabeth, have 
carried the literature of England to a more than Boman, a more 
tJitui Grecian fame, we may find greater orators and scholars, greater 
poets and Batlrists, many whose works are more widely read, a few 
whose memories are more widely cherished, than his, whose literary 
career we have been reviewing ; but in all that splendid company we 
shall look In vain for one in whom the candid critio has found so much 
to prdse and the malignant critic bo little to condemn, who has affected 
a more complete and permanent reform in literature and in morals, and 
who has left to posterity a more faultless example, a more enduring 
memory, or a more st^less name. b. b. c. 



gtiam-gojomeb. 

A maid upon the lonely beach, 
All in the »Ient, simuner 6a,j, 
With wide blue eyes flied far away, 

And Bmall lianda cling;ing eacli to eaoh. 

All day she wanders by the sea; — 
What are the ways of men to her. 
Whose aoul is busy with the stir 

Of never-reetiag memory ? 
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For there had glanced a pasaing gleam 
Of lovB all hopelesa on her way, 
And lifers up'Sprmging April day 

God's hand had darkened with a dieam. 



The mist floala on the desert's faea, 

And lake and isle all lustrous moidds, — 
But when withdrawn its billonj folds, 

How bare and desolate the place I 

Wh; should she UveT The life above 
Can scarce be sadder than her own; 
But shall she die 7 For death alone 

Can atill the fluttering wing of love. 

When darkness on the ocean bangs, 

She bears the loud surf tumbling in, 
IThe loose stones jostling with a din 

Idke wild beaat clashing-to his fenga. 

Under the leaden morning aky, 

She sees from off the toppling ocnnb 
The mad wind snatching flecks of foam 

To whirl them wildly drifting bj. 

And when, as daylight disappears, 

The large roooa upward moveUi slow, 
It seems to waver, ahrink and grow, 

Trembling through such a mist of tears. 

But when the evening lephyrs hliy* 
A music borne from off Che seis 
She minglee with the melody 

A pliuntive soDg, all soft and low. 

Cahnly the night comM down on all the land. 
Faintly the twil^hi glimmers o'er the sea, 

Sadly the lingering ripples kiss the sand, 
So sad I pace the beach and wait for ^ee. 

Soft steal the muffled inland echoes here, 

A Bound of cburch-bellB trembles on the lea, — 

So softly, muffled memories meet the ear. 
And seem to mock me as I wut for thee. 



Solemnly still the great, ealni stars glow on. 
And all the broad fair heaven leans silently, 

While slumberous Ocean's undulous undertone 
Still whispers with me as I wait for thee. 
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Upon ths atTBiid where Ufa's loud lurgeB be«^ 

M7 footatepB follow where my hope must be ; 
The dull, long days and nights brook at my feet — 

If D£t I forcTer, weopinR, wait for thee T 



low lowers the duU-eyed winter's day — 

A wllen Elcy the ocean mocks ; 

The aurf beats bitterly Che rocks, 
Which wintry years have worn away. 

Ohafing within its orafsed cage, 
The wave ^ain and still again 
Leaps fleroely op its length of chain. 

To fall bad: foaming in its rt^. 

On the wet saods, wiUi elUsh hair, 
And faded fingers tightly clencbsd, 
And rest whose fblds, all weather-drenched. 

Leave half her hag^wd bosom bore, 

She stands amid the spray, alone. 

O heavy heart 1 that all thy yeara 
East held one image dim with tears. 

And watched it while it turned to stone. 

So wretched stMids she staring then, 
Ab if the desert and the storm 
And bitter wind had taken form. 

And ttoteia into that despair. 

And looking on tiuon thus 1 seem 
To understand tha life undone, 
The life-long wretohedness of one 

Tfhose youth was withered with a dream. 



^rijt i<batts. 

We have obosen to place the following thoughts under the tltie above, 
not because it fiiUy coTers the ground we design to tread, but because it 
will furnish a convenient name for our article and indicate the topic to 
which we wish especially to direct attention. It ia the writer's detire 
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to speak a few sincere and earnest words to hia neighbors and fnends 
in College, touching the interests of our two Public Societies, and par- 
ticularly the system of Prize Debates connected with these Societies. 

We are very tax from jgining the present popular outcry against our 
Public Literary Societies, or from admitting the utter desperation and 
abandonment of their present condition, and still farther from trusting 
the diagnosis so flippantly put forth by sundry guati members whose 
sole evidence of membership is moat likely to be found in the records 
of the admission of Freshmen, two, three, or fonr years since. There 
are some amongst us, who, setting aside the testa of reason and expe- 
rience, gravely assert that If our Linonia and Brothers " are not actu- 
ally dead, they ought to he."* It will not seem strange that those 
who utter this dictum should attempt to demonstrate their wisdom by 
showing the " physical impossibility," that two hundred and fifty men 
should speak in one evening I Aa if this were, or any one claimed 
it to be, a condition of the vigorous and successful existence of our 
Public Societies. It is as manifestly undesirable as Impossible, that 
all, or nearly all the members of the Societies should make speeches 
on every evening they meet. It is a prime fallacy to suppose that 
such is the intent, or that such is the only discipline which the debates 
afford. The proper and le^timate aim of those who frequent these 
and similar Societies, no doubt is, to cultivate and acquire skill in 
public speaking. But is this to be sought only by speaking in every 
debate of the year I Is the atmosphere and genivs of a great Deba- 
ting Society's hall worth nothing to the student of oratory 1 Is It 
time wasted to sit with closed lips and study the salient points or the 
defects of another's speaking J Silence, thoughtful, long-continued 
silence is not seldom the period of deepest and truest discipline. 
Fisher Ames, that model of the public debater, speaking of a Club to 
which he was attached in his youth, says, " I never spoke three con- 
secutive minutes In this Club, but its presence and example discovered 
and fostered in me, beyond all other influences, the passion for public 
speaking." 

No student could afford to speak in every debate, if he were seek- 
ing to gaia the highest proficiency in public speaking. It would not 
be in his power to make such preparation, to turn over and ponder his 
theme with such care aud fullness as to make his public utterance val- 
uable to himself or his associates. It is the height of mental cruelty 
and dissipation to make, or to attempt to make a speech when one has 

*S«e Tale lit Mag. for Oct, 18G0, Art. on "Unonia and Brothers." 
VOL. XXVI. 10* 
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no baaia of aoonrate kDowledge and famill&iity with tiie qnestaon. We 
are very willing to endotse the remark on which the anthw of a reoent 
article in this Uagazine animadvertB, that " every man ought to go up 
to every meeting and take part in the debate;" but that "part" fiir 
fais own best discipline, should not infrequently be ft sflent one. Let 
him lend the inspiration and incentive of his own presence and inte- 
^ested attontjon to the debate, and he cannot fail to be quickened and 
asBisted in bis own earnest turns. The saored rule will be reversed 
for him, and be shall know that here, at least, it is sometimes " ra(»e 
blessed to recave than to give." 

He most truly " takes part" in debate, who only sits and listens. It 
Is a pait which must not be unperformed by him who would traiu him- 
self most efficiently ; a part due alike to one's self and one's compan- 
ions in debate. True, it implies a constant and unremitted interest in 
the objects of debate. This is precisely the claim we make upon all 
students, — that they should be earnest and active in securing the pe- 
culiar intellectual growth and strength which Debating Societies af- 
ford, and winch all men, whatever their aims or lots in life, should 
possess. It is a part of the preliminary training of a complete edu- 
cation. Uke many of the studies of the College course, a genuine 
Debating Society will engender and confirm habits of mind and thought, 
whose value cannot be depreciated by any circumstances of subse- 
quent life. We may never be public speakers on the most limited 
scale, but the mental habits and-methods which these Societies pro- 
mote, are potent aUke in all callings, all walks of life. It is our con- 
viction, therefore, that there m a demand for such Societies as " Lino- 
nia" and the " Brothers" were designed to be ; a demand which all true 
scholars will recognize ; a demand which wUl always continue, whilst 
man shall wisely seek the fullest development of head and heart. 

Let us next consider a moment what relation our Public Societies 
sustain to ttiia demand. Do they meet it adequately 1 Or rather do 
we, as wise students, come up to the measure of our duty and oppor- 
tunity in these So(Hetie8 1 We are frank to say, that we do not think 
our community is properly alive to its own interests in this regard. 
We think our Yale culture wants, fur its symmetry and completeness, 
just those qualities which Debating Societies secure. Not that we 
want more stump-oratory, more public speaking of any kind in the 
world outside us. No ; bnt we do want more of that manly, stalwart, 
and, so to speak, muscular style of culture. Our literary standard 
will degenerate, if it has not already, into dUletanteism, without a 
fresh infuson of that robust manliness of inl«llect) that chivalric, al- 
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most pugilistic style of smid bo nobly illustr&ted in Uilton, Dr. John- 
son, Victor Hogo, or our own elder Quincy. 

We sit m our rooms, smoking oar meersoh&ums, and lazily talk 
over the " Mill on the Floss," or the " Idyls of the King," and think it 
almost vulgar and wanting in literary tatle, to haye any knowledge 
or opinions of the grand and stirring issues of actual life, past or pres- 
ent. Now tliis is not the fall, strong, hearty cnltore, the times and 
all iames demind. We need, not less of the purely literary, so 
called, bat more, far more, of the study of great questions and princi- 
ples wliich move the world of living men. We need, above all, more 
of sturdy investigation, more of "the stnng muscle and hard nerve," 
which enter into every great chuacter. We need to eome out oftener 
as inquirers, into "the world of agencies, actors and actions," where 
everything is under motion and, in the phrase of Bacon, all " resounds 
like the mines." For, the masterpieces of every Literature are the 
oflspring of a severer, more masculine culture, the works of " the Her- 
ouleses and not the Adonises of Ijterature." The strong, the simple, 
the heroic the grand in Literature or lafe, do not derive their chief 
nutriment from tobacco-smoke and novel-reading. These betoken a 
luxurious mind and a predominantly aesthetic culture. 

Now. it seems to us clear, that the most efficient agency which we 
can oppose to this tendency (mark, we do not say »tate, only tendeney,) 
of the popular mind amongst us, is to revive and eherish, as an indis- 
pensable part of our culture and discipline, an abiding and vigorous 
love for debating in our Public Societies, Let it not be true amongst 
us, that a man gets more reputation by displaying familiarity with the 
Pickwick papers than with the great French question, which separated 
Burke and Fox with the tales of Currer Bell than with the prose 
works of Milton. The standard that results in this, is false, degra- 
ding, eeervathig. In the sharp conflict of the debate. In the flash and 
glow of the mental fray, this effeminate softness must be put away, 
and the strong armor of fact, argument, principle, history, logic, must 
he put on. Who shall question the value, the indispensableness of 
such training, in compacting and harmonizing into true proportions the 
mental man 1 Thia shall give "the tough core, the hard kemel" of 
intellectual character, and over and around these we will oast the 
grace and polish of eesthetio culture. 

Our complaint, our criticism is, that too few seize upon the opportu- 
nities which are in their reach at Yale, for bardeniog and expanding 
the mental frame. Our ideal of College discipline is — every man 
faithful m the Beoitation-room, faithful in the Public Bouiet^'s hall. 
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foithfiil in his private literary culture. None of theBe may be safely 
neglected, none cnltivated to the exclasioa or neglect of another, with- 
out permanent, irreparable lo%B ; without making each one of na some- 
thing leas than God meant him to be. Nor is there any " physical 
impossibility" involved in this plan. There is the fullest, amplest' 
grandest possibility, nay, opportunity for all this. Where is the noble' 
generous, literary enthusiasm, whose " vital breath and native air," 
should be around these time-worn walla and beneath these dear old 
trees at Tale J Say not, the " golden age" is fled and forever ; but 
let us grasp the forces that await onr use, and Astrtea will retnm to 
her home amongst us. If we could set ourselves down amongst the 
actors in the grand dramas of our Past, we shonld discover only a lit- 
tle ^bandfnl of earnest, thoughtful, hard-working students, very like 
some among us, who had the stretch of vision to see that the oultare 
of the Public Societies must make up a part of their fall and suffi- 
cient discipline. Ten, twenty, thirty, as the times changed, they met; 
they debated ; the halls rang with the voices of the combatants at the 
mental tournament. They went forth to meet the world, armed at all 
points ; they strode to the high places of power ; they were Kings 
amongst men. That is the simple story. We may repeat it. 

We have now a few obaervationa to make upon the relations which 
our system of Prize Debates, sustains to the Public Societies. This 
subject has been much canvassed of late in our community, and we 
have been not a little surprised and chagrined to notice the opin- 
ions which are held by a considerable number amongst ua. We are 
told that, as a matter of fact, the rise of Prize Debatea waa the fall 
of the regular weekly debates. We are told that Prize men, getting 
their fill of oratorical reputation by a single strong effort, are content 
to neglect the Societies during the rest of the year. We are told that 
the style o£ effort which is successful in onr Prize Debates is actually 
inimical to success and readiness in the ordinary debate. We deem 
all these allegations of fact or opinion, unfounded and mistaken. We 
think that only a little inquiry is needed to show an unprejudiced 
mind that the introduction of Prize Debatea, in point of fact, did not 
mark, much less occasion, a decline in the regular debates. The tes- 
timony of those who were active in our Public Societies during the 
six years succeeding the establishment of Prize Debates, points to 
the conclusion, that they have realized the aim and hope of their found- 
ers — the promotion of interest and skill in public debating. It is our 
belief, founded on diligent and extensive inquiry, that no influence has 
been so efBcient in overcoming obstacles and keeping alive, at least, soma 
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Sparks of the sunly ftad generooB spirit and pasBion of pnblio debate. 
Ag^nst th« inflaenoe lOf oni present effeminate standard of literaiy 
floltore, of the higher and severer requirements of tlie College course, 
of Uie ezhaoBtJng uid dietractmg effmis of the annual campugns for 
new members, of the absorbing and universal devotion to our Olaae 
Sooletiea, the system ^ Prize Debates has sufSced to retain and pass 
down to ns at least the inabruments, the opportunity of a better and 
manlier disoiplloe. Witiiout tham, it may well be doubted whether 
" Linonia" and the " firothem" would have a name and place even in 
our University. 

Nor is this result and inflnenoe otlier than we might lo(^ for, from 
the very nataire of Prize Debate. They are adapted to awaken 
and confirm au Interest in the objects of out Sodeties. They fiimish 
the strongest iuoentive, the keenest stimulus to diligence and care ki 
the ordinary debates. They demand, for success, the precise disdpline 
which the weekly debates will give; 2 discipline which oansot be 
found elsewhere in the whole drde of our advantages. Neither does 
oue success in a Prize Debate allow the student to relax his efforts 
and retire, taivafama. Far from it. Every absenoe from tiie weekly 
dsbate, diminishes his ohaaoea of suooess in the next enoonnteri wher». 
In his reputation is again to be put to the test. The [veRBUre is upon 
him at dl times ; be " Bees a hand," and " hears a voice," which other 
men do not, which will not let him be idle or neglectful. It is true, 
that occasionally a Prize man will neglect his Sodety, but he does it 
always at bis peiil, and rarely with Imponity. At a rule, Prize men 
cannot safely, and heuoe do not negleot the disdpline of the weekly 
debatea. 

There it, nevertheless, a " physioal impoBsibility," which aotually 
and patently stands in the way of oar best diacipline in the Public 
Societies. It is curious, moreover, to observe how carefully and con- 
stantly we seek, both in our reflections and discussions upon this sub- 
ject, to shift the responsibility of iojury to tiie Public Societies, from 
Its real and palpable source. We are shrewd to detect a " physical 
impossibility," which has no connection with the present in^ciency 
of the Sodedes, whilst we entirdy overlook and ignore the actual 
" physical imposdbility," which the swarm of Class SodetieB presents. 
Students cannot do everythiiig. The performance of some duties or 
tasks, compels the onuaaion of others. It it physically impossible 
that we should give all the tune at our command to Class Societies, 
and still find time and interest to engage with ardor and profit in the 
Public SocieticB. The beet talent of College Ib constantly enlisted in 
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support of the Class Societies, and the result which ve see ia natnral 
and unaToidable. The Public Societies " go a-beg^g," whilst the 
Class Societies " wax fat and kick." If some merciful dispensation 
should raze out every Class Society at Tale, and remove the in- 
cubus of thdr presence, we might hope to realize amongst us a hith- 
erto untcnown depth, richness and compass of discipline and oolture. 

We wish, in couclnsion, to state the chief ground upon which our 
own estimate and support of Prize Debates rest. It Is not, then, be- 
cause they are calculated and adapted to increase the interest in the 
weekly debates, nor because they actually hare done this, that we 
chiefly value them. These eouBideratious would indeed entitle them 
to our warmest gratitude and support, but there are, to onr mind, far 
we^htier reasons. It is the Prize Debate per te, the Prize Debate 
iitfroprio vigore, which we value most of all. It is because it fur- 
nishes of Itself a style of discipline so peculiar and invflluable, that 
we would cherish the system^ It is not mainly as the asaistant, but 
as the complement of the weekly debate, that the Prize Debate 
derives its value. It calls for an essentially higher, fuller and 
stronger effort. It resembles far more closely the actual conflicts of 
after-life, at the Bar, in the Pnlpit, the Senate, and all the vmoos 
arenas of American public life. It fiiniishes the incentive and occa- 
sion for an exertion which does more to arouse, vivify and enlarge the 
student's powers of mind, than almost any other discipline of his 
course. Look a moment at its requirements. In the first place, it 
brings the stndent to a higher ompirage than he finds in the weekly 
debate, to pass upon his effort. He speaks now to men of learning, 
experience, sagacity.. Sophistry will not deceive them ; bombast will 
not please them ; flattery will not warp them. Is this true of those 
who are his Judges in the weekly debate % Again, he is limited to a 
brief space of time and to a single effort. Condensation of style and 
thought, which he ia apt to disregard in the weekly debate, is now the 
(t»e gva non. He must make his argument complete, but he mnat 
confine himself to the brief space allotted. He must canvass the 
whole theme, look at it from all pointe, view it under all lights. His 
object now ia, not as usually in the weekly debate, merely to make a 
good speech ; he mast make a complete and exhaustive' argument. 
He cannot now, as in the weekly debate, trust to a second opportu- 
nity, to dispose of objections and meet counter-arguments. As in the 
actual conflicts of after-life, he must discharge his whole flre in one 
volley and retire. The utmost caution in statement and refutation, 
the utmost care in style and delivery, are imperatively demanded. 
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One such thorough, laborious, exhaustive effort, gives more discipline, 
trains and evolves the powers of mind more completely, secures more 
real skill and confidence in debate, than any and all the other exer- 
dses of our Public or Glass Societies. For the sake of sucb trtumug, 
such disciplioe, we might well afford, were it necessary, to sacrifice a 
very large part of the advantages of tbe weekly debates. Happily, 
however, experience has confinned what reason taught, — that the 
weekly debate and the Prize Debate are the oomplen^nts of one 
whole, mutually dependent, mutually helpful; the former inducing 
readiness, facility, dexterity in argument ; tbe latter promoting accu- 
racy, depth, completeness. n. n. c. 



^tsconttnt. 

Wb are told that a prophet, when the gourd which shadowed him 
from the sun had withered, uttered the words, " It is better for me to 
die than to live." We may smile in our wisdom at the idea of any 
one desiring to depart from life for so slight a cause ; yet, if we exam- 
ine our past histories, if we look carefully into our hearts, how often 
will we find, that this wish has arisen in our breasts and trembled on 
our lips, forreasons as insignificant as the loss of a shade-tree ! There 
is no need of the queries of a Horace, or the chaste lameiitationa of 
an Addison, to teach us that too many have 

"EjBH to which all order festers, all thiuga here are out of joint" 
The eager hopes and iongmgs of youth, the fierce rivalries of man- 
hood, the remorse and despair which so frequently accompany age, 
show us more plainly than any poet or essayist can picture it, that no 
period or condition of life is free from that spirit, which has the power 
to change a paradise inte a purgatory — the spirit of discontent. 

That this feeling of dissatisfaction is universal, our personal obser- 
vation, however slight it may be, will abundantly testify. The deep, 
tragic sorrows that stir the soul, that cloud the heart, and cover up 
the worid in a shroud, though different in form, are of equal force in 
the extremes of condition. Tbe proud owners of a castle do not bend 
hi more overwhelmed prostration, when the son of their affections and 
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the belr of tbelr splendor Is taken to Ms narrow house, than do the 
lovly coaplfl of a cottage, vhea the green sod is laid upon what re> 
mtkias of him, who was the light of their hearts, the pride of their life, 
ibe staff of their age. The Ettrick Shepherd, in that simple ballad, 
" Ganld la the blast," makes the grief of the poor peasant's widow no 
less poignant, tfaiui that ot the Hocleod of Geanies ; and in so doing, 
QzhiMts his acquaintance with hnman nature. 

Kow sorrow generally brings with it discontent, and as there are 
ttone whom sorrow does not sooner or lat«r overtake, eo I think there 
have been few. If any, who have eitjoyed a really contented life. His- 
tory, indeed, tolls of one Diogenes, yet I imag^e that even that cyn- 
ic's seeming contontment arose from an exeen of discontont. He re- 
quested the great conqueror to allow him the sunlight — the freest of 
nature's ^fts — not because that would satisfy the craTiugs of hia aoul, 
but because, weary of life and disgusted with the world, he saw no- 
thing on earth worth asking for. 

Now, it may be asked, what is the origin of this prindple, which is 
80 universal — which has displayed itself in every period of the world's 
history, in every stage of human progress t It seems to me, that 
much of our disoontont may be traced to a donbly false estimate of 
lif^. We underrate our own position in it : we overrate the position 
of others. From this false estimate spring oorresponding false con- 
trasts and desires. The man of bodily labor, longs for mental labor; 
and oontraated with his own condition, he thinks it one of perfect ease. 
And yet, with this wish much is often connected, which is strange and 
inconsistent. You will sometimes hear a man, whose toU is physical, 
speak with emphasis of the comparative idlenees which his fellow en- 
joys, whose avocation is intellectual. Yet the man who thus envies 
the scholar's indolence, finds it a panful task to write a simple letter 
on the plainest incidents of domestic life ; not because be wants the 
ability or intelligence, but because the use of his mind in this way is 
unfamiliar to him. The firmer contrasts his position falsely with that 
of the scholar, by looking from his own muscular exertion to the 
scholar's muscular repose. But he heeds not the paleness of the stu- 
dent's cheek, or the glisten of his eye, which shows that his retreat 
has been no fair Elyslan bower. He reflecte not npon the anzieties> 
the fears, the leaden hours of prolonged exertion, which the library 
door shuts in. 

The man of private life desires the distinction of public office, but 
he thinks of its power, separate from ite tolls ; of Its splendor, sepa- 
rate from its dangers ; of the glory of sncoese, separate from tto 
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shame of defeat ; of tbe brilliancy of its outward show, apart from 
the giiawings of its concealed vexations. He sees not those agitated 
hours, which are hidden from tbe world : he beholds, in a word, the 
Lumley Ferrers of the drawing-room and the parliament house, and 
forgets how this embryo premier appears when alone. Our country 
would not, I believe, be so overrun with demagogaes, if the young 
men who think of engaging in politics would only consider, that to 
widen a man's relatioDs is frequently to multiply hla enemies; that to 
place him a state, which mauy desire to obtain, is to place him in a 
position which many will endeavor to embarrass ; which many will 
seek to render miserable j that itis to place him in a position exposed 
to envy, jealousy, misrepresentation and strife ; and that all the tor- 
ments will haunt it, which it is m the power of ambitious rivalry or 
disappointed competition to invoke. 

These things, I presume, have been said hundreds of times before, 
and will in all probability be said as often hereafter. They may be 
truisms, hut life is also a truism ; for, though it changes in many res- 
pects as man grows older in history, yet, in its essentjals, life is but 
the repetition of itself. I am aware, however, that there are many 
whose discontent does not arise from the cause I have mentioned — a 
false estimate of life — but whose enthusiasm has been dampened, and 
interest in life weakened, or perchance utteriy destroyed, by failure or 
31 success. A man may see his fortime moulder, and this is not with- 
out sore afOicdou. In our condition of society, say what we may, 
poverty is not only a misfortune, it is a great and serious evil. It re- 
quires a stout heart to bear it manfully, a believing heart to bear it 
meekly. And many a one conld bear it both manfdUy and meekly if 
he had only to bear it alone. But this la rarely the case. Sorrows do 
not come alone, and a man seldom endures a misfortune which does 
not likewise affect others. To the utmost verge of the space a man 
occupies in life, his adversity will surround him with fellow-sufferers, 
and there viU tte those who press near his heart, and whose silent 
looks are worse to him than tortures. When a human being beholds 
the fabric of his exertions leveled, in which he has treasured many 
expectations ; when he sees the object for which he has labored and 
lived, snatched from Mm by the cruel hand of fate, just as he is about 
to grasp it; when all the future appears dark and gloomy, without 
even a ray of hope to illumine it — however the happy may wonder, 
however the wise may rebuke, however religion may condemn or vir- 
tue forbid it, human nature will triumph, and the pilgrim will too often 
long for the quiet of the grave. But this la not the worst. The loss 
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of this world's goods will doubtless fall heavily on the spitit, but the 
wound, tboagh deep, is seldom incurable. For a while the mind may 
be uneasy in its ohange of position, but it will at last ac4M>n]modate 
Itself to circumstanoes. There is a worm more destructive than that 
which consumes onr health or property — the wonn of insatiable pas- 
sion. Deaire tliat once passes the moderation of nature, is disease; it 
is worse than any ordinary illness, because it is in the mind. It be- 
comes an inward and rooted malady. A man is thus a victim to his 
own best advantages. Bis intellect, active only for transient sensa- 
tions, finds stability in nothing, because his interest is in nothing 
which has tmth or stability. Calm pleasures he cannot even feel, for 
upon his langoid sensibilities they have no effect. Common virtues 
.are to his stimulated imagination only dull propiietiea — things that 
' only befit the unideal, but have no grandeur for souls that have a capa- 
>dty for more lofty soaring. Quiet feelings of esteem, that seek not 
.fine words, but content themselves with kindly deeda — fnendsbip, 
that assumes not to be either poetic or passionate, but is satisfied to 
show itself in homely fidelity, cannot allay the cravings of his morbid 
fancies and desires. 

Such is the character of those persons who assert that they have 
lost all interest in life. If this be true, it Is their own fault, for life is 
ever rich in interrat. Everywhere we see s^bta and hear sounds that 
^ve us pleasure. The tree, the flower, the rock which the most bar- 
ren country is not witbont, are things to stir a heart which is not dead 
to natural sensibility. Even in the filthiest city lane, the abode of 
misery and crime, you may look upward and there behold the sublime 
.and overhanging sky. But in that filthiest lane, there will be objects 
In reach of hand which far excel in interest tiie arched sky, 
" With tbe heaulj of its atarlight and the gloiy of its suiu" 
Take the ragged hoy, who wishes to blacltyonr hoots ; wash bis face, 
.and look into his eyes, and there — soiled and n^leoted though it b&— 
jon will have the image of Him who kindled the sun and built up the 
.dome of the heavens. 

There is one kind of dissatisfaotion, however, which I would not 
deprecate. It is that which the great minds of an age experience, 
when they behold the human race checked, in its onward march, by 
the preponderance of a false principle or doctrine. As a distinguished 
modem writ«r has well remarked, " There are men, to whom the spec- 
tacle of society in a state of anarchy or immobility is revolting, and 
almost unbearable; it occasions them an intellectual shudder, as a 
thing that ought not to be ; they feel an unoonquerable desire to 
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chaDge it, to restore order ; to introduce sometbiiig general, regnlar, 
and permanent, into the world, wliicli is placed before them." Yet, 
even enoh men, if they would succeed in their object, muit be caTcfal 
not to let their discoDtent get the better of their prudence — they must 
have the patience to wtut until the com ia ripe before they apply the 
sickle. 

It is often said, (and hy men who have lived long enough to know,) 
tliat there Is no such tbing as happiness In tills world. I rfjoice that 
I have not yet become a convert to thu belief. We cannot eq]oy kere 
that perfect bliss, which we hope for In the mysterious hereqfler ; yet 
I have frequently thought, that if men and societies — instead of the 
high-flown and umaeanlng mottoes which they now so often choose — 
would select some such one as " Always make the best of It." and 
act upon it, there wonld be mucli less croaking about the " misery of 
life." If we students here at Oollege wonld only earnestly endeavor 
to be satisfied with the course which has been laid down for us — no 
matter how defective we may connder it — the number, who have to 
mourn at presentation day over the loss of four of the best yeai« of 
life, would be greatiy dimimshed. i. M. 



^abt tot a " %am profam" ammcgf ns ? 

Who has dosed "Tom Brown," leaving him before Uie Doctor's 
grave sorrowfully busy with his eight years' memories, aod has not 
sidd, ' what an honest book 1' What grander testimony could be given 
to the worth of a book t What praise would be more welcome to 
an author than the simple words, ' you have written sincerely!' Re- 
views might give their praises with liberal hand, hut they would be 
worthless to him, if only some one of those he wrote to, should tell 
biiD ' yon have told us some truths — ^we are better for it' Simple 
words enough, and yet, how they would make his heart thrill with ex- 
altation, that be had not written fruitlessly. 

English and American students have mnch to thank Ur, Hughes 
for, in his manly pictures of a school-boy's life. He has not tried to 
cover oyer a fault or add a virtue, to make his charactor more perfect. 
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He haa only souglit to make Us picture a trne one, CBreless as to 
whether our cheeks glov with shame or entbuBlasm. He seems to 
have heard a voice condnnally whispering, as he wrote, ■ Be sincere— 
be sincere ;* and, indeed, there does not seem to have been the merest 
film of notrathfulness clouding his eyes, and his clear gaze has never 
wandered iVom the truth. We ieel strangely attracted towards Mr. 
Hnghes, he has written in snch entire sympathy with us. His enthn- 
mzara and sympathy are apparently as buoyant and fresh as thongh 
he were still at Eogby himself. His book is a splendid example of 
the old axiom, that he who feels most deeply, writes that which af- 
fects us most. Is it BO much a wonder, then, tliat he reaches oar 
hearts so readily, since he is telling of sports that have made Ms own 
blood bound ; of friendships, that have made him feel that hearts can 
be drawn close together, when they understand what fidelity and oon- 
fidenoe mean ; and of sad scenes, that have touched the depths of his 
own pity and tenderness t Is it so much a wonder, that his wordB are 
at one time so strong and eloquent, and at another, so tenderly pa- 
thetic, when we know that be is standing in his old foot-prints, and 
summoning around him old scenes and familiar faces ! 

But it is useless to dwell on points that suggest tbemselves to every 
mind, or to attempt praise of a book, whose abiding beauty and power 
we all recognize. We started with the qesdon, " Have we a ' Tom 
Brown' among ns," We do not propose to offer a oategorical anawer. 
We only intend a hasty, and therefore by no means a rigid analysis, of 
Tom Brown's chu-acter, and let each answer for himself. We sup- 
pose the most of us, when we olose the book, say, ' what a splendid 
character,' meaning, how perfectly developed. Subject, we believe 
to " like passions with us," yet, somehow, treading on immeasurably 
hlgh« ground. Purposee nobler, life purer, than are those of any we 
see daUy walkli^ in our midst. We say, in a general way, that there 
were gathered In him an unsurpassed union of those qualities, that 
make the nearly perfect standard. Thongh we believe this is the com- 
mon opinion, yet we venture to assert, that if a real Tom Brown were 
among us, shared our walks and chats, was admitted to onr closest 
fellowship, we shonld hardly be aware of the fact. We might allow. 
In our loose language, that he was a "good fellow," but what we 
mean. Is, that ws should ecaroely think of him as reaching our com- 
mon conception of Tom Brown's chuacter. Place ut in the future, 
when years have cleared away the mists that blind us now, and puri- 
fied our judgment, and we could come to a more just appreciation. 

The first thing one observes, on a olose examination of Tom Brown's 
character. Is, that he was by no means possessed of brilliant qualities. 
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He wonld have made a sorry f gure in prize debate, and could lay down 
roles for fishing and cricket easier Uian he could plan and develop an 
ailment. The delicate, clear-headed Arthur could start a question 
and dash on like a keen-soented hound to the ineTitablo conclusion, 
vliile Tom would oome lumbering along, stumbling over side ques- 
tJODB, and always en^ng wiUi some positive aesertion. The fault 
vna, hia heart held ootaplete mastery over his reasoning. He stub- 
bonily dings to a sweeping condemnation of Naaman, because he 
iliotight he detected evidenoes of covardlce in him. 

He was no scholar. He struggles a long time with East in the fifth 
fbrm, while the quick-witted Arthnr is far ahead of them. He uses 
"vnlgusefi," and his repudiation of them, through Arthur's pleading, is 
(me of the most notable scenes in the book, as well as one of the finest 
illustrations of his character. Why does he n^ject them 1 Is it be- 
cause his scholarship will be less superfioiall Is it because the grand, 
thoughts, that lie hid in ancient poetry and philosophy, would be re- 
Tealed to himi If the pleader had only used such arguments as 
these, the lessons wonld have been " done" in the old way ; but as 
soon as Arthur makes him appear iu the light of a deceiver to the 
Doctor, the victory is won. Tom's brain is bothered with the intrioa- 
des of an argument, but he never falters when a question of right is 
to be decided. Still he honors sobolafship. He feels a sort of re- 
flected glory in Arthur's success, tmd is proud of his scholarly attdn- 
ments, although he Is ao much his own superior, tireek was to him 
only a most wearisome task, and hence it is that he looks on with such, 
a mysterious awe, as Arthur's exquisite sensibility is touched to its 
very core by Helen's lament over Hector. It is a matter of amaze- 
ment, how out of those Greek words that represent nothing to Mm 
but modes and tenses, there can come something that should draw tears.. 
But how lightning-li<te comes the chtdlenge to Slogger WUUams I 
His sneers at his friend's t«ndemeBs, fire his whole nature in a moment.. 

"We now come to another reason for our enthusiasm in Tom Brown — 
not a pohit in his character, but an external circumstance. We refer 
to his splendid vitality ; his exuberant, bounding life. Bight here, per- 
haps, is to be found the chief reason for his lack as a scholar. Foot- 
ball, cricket, racing over the fields, and fishbg were too enticing. It 
would make a sick man's eye grow bright, and bis pulse gather strength 
to read with what complete abandon he threw himself into these manly 
sports, and what perfect pleasure it was to give play to his overflowing, 
physical power. 

VOL. XXTI. 11* 
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What hftve Ts ^ bow, ftfter proowdiog thu iar in otu- imperfect 
uiBlyiiia t Simply a rogvish, bealthfnl fellow, iriOi no l^Uaat parts, 
Bad a dull aobolar. Is this onr model— our boy-hero 1 Is tiiia osr 
oharaoter. that we have to 1^ up our eyes to-^ie seems so to abora 
QS — and then imagine Ofi we only dliriy oomprebend t Where, then, 
does lie t^e wonderM diarm of Tom Brown's oharaoter. Wo may ba 
at faolt in answering Uds question, bnt we venture oar belief. We 
remember those simple words of hie father, when he left him -, " TaU 
t^e truth ; keep a bnvt, kbid heart, and nerer listen to. or say any- 
tiiing yon wooldnt hare your motiier and sister hear, and yonll sflrer 
feel sriiamed to oome home, or we to see you." fieastifiil prec^ta, 
beoause they came witii snob living power to tin heart. Besutifal 
preoepto, booauBe they made their appeal to those feelings that grow 
dull the last, tad never wholly die. Beaatifnl precepts, foacaoae they 
wore possessed of such utter dmpHcity, and yet reaofaod out so far as 
to He at the very gateways of religion. That be k^ iiiese words ao 
fresh in hfa mind, and wandered from them so little, we believe is the 
reason ef our jiut enthusiasm for his ohaiacter. Tl^ mol of himor ; 
brave as it was possible for a boy to be, and yet watching over Arthur 
as oarefiilly as hjs own mother ; hating cowardice with a perfect hatred, 
but hadng meumess with an Intense hativd ; nakiDg frieods not quickly 
bnt bluAi^ tiiem to himself wiUi obse bon^, and withal, of naturally 
deep religioos oesidbSities—eooh Is our idea of Tinn Brown, and yet 
we are finved to believe thai if snob as this were amoqg ns, sad the 
slow, plodding thinker and dnll soholer tJiat he was, be could never 
win our itearty a&niration, as he does in the book. Our vmexAtkm 
for the more ma^ed aMfitiee warps onr Jodgment. We revsrenoe a 
si^endid intellect more than we do a great heart Where lies tiie 
fitolt, that w« cannot do foil honw to a realited Tom Brown } Partly, 
beoause he was destitute i^ the more ahiaiag ^nalitjes of intellect 
that ue so espoca^y fesoinating to us. Partly, beoaase his nobleness 
is so dearty set [ortii that we cannot but reveruoe it. But we think 
we can show a iD(»e i«ofoiind reason than these, why, if a Tom BrowB 
did dwell among us, iie would not be vidued ri^tiy. The dyii:^ 
woids of Sohilter were, " many things are becoming plain and okar to 
me." The dawnii^ light, — ptrtiy coming, perhaps, from the New 
I4fe, bnt more, we believe, because years hod vroi^ht their per£aot 
work in setting reasw free from the toammelB of tiie feelings, and the 
feelings fitmi the trammels of reason, — had driven away doabta aod 
darkness, and given oertainty to trembling hopes, and faith to half- 
believed promises. Thus, not to profane these besuti&l words of tiie 
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dying po^ is it with us. "We need yean to dlBs^wte the ftlse ocdor- 
higi "we give to ohancter, and set it in its true light, and we CTfln 
know Uiat Hie ft* ye*n of Coll^ie, wuit amizii^ cdi»nges in our asti- 
nurtiou of OUT fellowe. This may be an exoesslTely oommon-iilMe 
hat, hot m qseetioB vfaettiet ve give it its tnu yalne. 

Wliat, then, is the gnidiag piindple of Tom Brown's oharaoteTi 
«4ilob we claim Is m easOy ororlooked I We beUeve titat wliea w« 
enonoiate this, we paist Ui whole ^atMterin aslngle word. A gnat 
aerioo^nss was tJie orer^adowlng tiling in his life. He threw his 
vbols eoBl into whaterer he was engaged in. Every qoastioa b* 
touched becauae a senoas question. Bs was most emphatkally a 
fype of an tamat man. "What a peor, misoonoeired word earmtt is I 
It is dragged into so anch oant, and so tortnred and twisted about, 
HuA it has at last got iUtle sigoifioance with us, or if it means uy- 
&iBg, It means a sort of Fuitianio cbaractM', witli all tlie gloom and 
shadow, and none of the bright parts of the picture. We boliere an 
earnest man to be one who, from day to day, aots honestly by him- 
self and fellows. Nothing, to take a snperfidal glance, appeals very 
hard about this, and yet it reqnh^ fearlessness, and a depth of sin- 
oerity that we little imagine. It la a continual heroism to act hon- 
estly by your fellows, and who can stand the test t 

Such we bellere Tom Brown to have been. They always kcew 
that what he said was his understanding of the troth, and wlien he 
took sides for or agunst an associate, he did it with an entire fearless- 
ness, because he thought it right StiUi with all this, we are com- 
pelled to the belief, that a realized Tom Brown would be known 
among ns worshippers of intellect and muscle, more as an expert oars- 
man and a good boxer, than because he was leading a more sincere 
life than the rest of as. So the qnestioni without impropriety, may 
assume this form. "Have we an earnest nan among nsl" Can yoa 
point one out ! At rare intervals yon see one, but where do you find 
him % Is he among those honored ones I Is he anuing those who 
wear garlands on their beads, — symbols of triumph T Not so, but yott 
will find him lower down — a quiet man, who always greets you cordi- 
ally, and with such a pleasant smile. He is the most earnest man we 
have, and comes nearer than any to our Tom Brown standard. Even 
then, it is generally only by some sudden revelation, some accidental 
unveiling, that we oateh a glance of inner nobleness. 

With these hasty tiioughts touoblng tbe question with which we 
started, and these few hints about Tom Brown's character, we end this 
sketch. We are conscious that our attempt at its analyi^ is essentially 
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weak, and thatmany vital points are left withuat a word. As we olose, 
tbert press ap before ns a mnltitade of other questioiis, that spring 
from what we have written, and demand answers. Can we cultivau 
honest, earnest men, like Tom Brown 1 Knet oar social system nn- 
dergo a roTolution before we can do this t Hew can those who hanger 
and thirat for better tilings be filled and satisfied} These, and other 
searching qaestlona, come thronging around us, bnt we are compelled 
relactantiy to pat them aude withoat attempting answers. 

Wq watch, almost witii solioitade, Tom's career at Oxford. We 
tortare oorselves with doabts as to whether he will still be the 
brave, honest Bngby boy, only more nianly and more dignified, or will 
degenerate into the Oxfoid swell and rowdy. Will the deep, rellgioas 
sensibilitiea of his eohool-days be deadened or blotted out by these 
later scenes T Above all, will the man be ashamed to carry with him 
to College those same beautifnl precepts that the boy carried witli 
falm to school 1 B. 8. B. 



I have a ftiend who is aiUiig, 
And what can the matter bet 

Eis appetite fast is failing, 

And he dinet npon toast and tea; 

Wa dieeks are thinning and paling 
To the hue of the pod of a pe». 

He mopes thiongh the redtation, 
Till he's oalled upon to speak, 

When be muddles his menBuration, 
And murders bis Latin and Greek. 

The tutor looks up &om bis pages 
To see what the man can mean, — 

For when asked wbat the Golden Age is, 
He Btammeis, " She's Jnst eighteen." 

^ takes no thought for his linen, 
He towzleB his flowing bair, 
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And I nkUj think he'i b«g!miing 
To be oMclew, with wondaifbl otn. 

Hs tilces no piisa with hii neclc-tiei 

And mnst Im duaeuted, alM I 
Tor jeateidkT I tnapeot I 

Otoght him btton, tha ^am ; 

And wl^ thould he stKid then tndiimper 

When he comei kway again. 
Looking neglected vid limper 

Then a rooeterin the rdn. 

He hoe bon^t "Aids to CompoeitloD," 

For the ej/nonyma he Bwd, — 
But the edge has a dark partition, 

Wbioh ahowB 'tia the rhjinee that us read. 

While poring aw&j like a Hindoo 
On hit boidc he will make e break , 

Orer table and chairs for Qie window, 
At the risk Ot hia predoua neck. 

I look In nin fbr the reason, — 

Ho hand-o^an dniweth nl^ 
Not a circus has passed this eeason, 

Where that maiden is trying bj. ; 

He aloixliea his hat like a bandit, 

Peep scowls his forahead mar; 
Be takes long walks in the moonlight, 

And lessons upon the guitar. 

He nerer attempts to be ftinnj, 

As he used to do of Twe ; 
He doesn't borrow jour money, 

And jet he's a terrible bore; 

For he comes to jour room of an eveoiDg: 
And reads jon about the "gladea," 

And all his " dove"-ing and " lore"-ing, 
Till jon onrse the "Facer's Aids." 

He has taken to reai^ng B jron, 

And bating his fellow-man, 
(Tho' I doubt if hia fellow-womon 

Would an come under the ban,) 
And he mads the lines to a Siren, 

And places in Don Juan. 
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One day I Tentored to ask him, 

When he Bsemed to be in pain, 
If he did'bt think 't vna bSa gfmuidii, — 

I dont Ihink lH ask againi 

Hla nbeeks -wia nerei be fatter, 

Nor tarn from their pea-pod hue. 
Not the scorls fhim hia forehead scatter, 

Till we can dificorer the due 
To what in the world la tbe matter, — 

I can't imagine, oaofou? 



9^^e Psf^s 0f ifnglmib. 

"Ohark, hear I how thin end clear. 
And thinner, dearer, Airther going ; 
aweet and Tar, (Vom cliff and scar, 
The horns of Elflaod fi^U; bloving I "— limt^mii. 

Tb8, my Mend, drop your gr&ver studies for awhile, suflpend your 
relations sodal and political, and visit with me an old vorld land, 
vhloh, like memory, knows no present. Let no taint of yonr matter- 
of-&ct life cleave to yon, for we go into tlie border country between 
Nature and tbe realm of spirits. A sort of No-man's land is it, where 
human right and wrong are not; and our worid gliding down its track 
of phyelcal laws oomes not near thereto. Flunly, reality, as men 
Judge of reality, has no place here, where the mlBts of centuries dim 
our view of the nearest blll8,.and the shadow of tbat bigh» world, 
under whose verge the land lies, hangs over the whole landscape. 
Tet I ask yon, my friend, whose every care is for the work of to day, 
to come hither with me. It may be that we shall bring some elfin 
gift of wisdom from out the mythical realm, and we may come out 
more empty-handed than we went in. Both fates have awaited ad- 
venturers in this region. 

Are you with me 1 Then here we are in the greenest and deepest 
dingle of all England. Here, if anywhere, may we look for an apo- 
calypse of the faCry world ; for around ua tfae oaks under which 
Guinevere was won, and Merlin wove hia enchantments, stretch their 



,.,.d.:, Google 



I860.] THB MVTHS OF BNOLAND. 123 

great arms in nnbroken miJeBty. In those old days, upon this Insh 
grass, now dappled with drops of Bnnllght Btreamlug through the 
leaves, the fairies danoed. Upon this moand, Doderthe hsrrest-moon, 
they spread their banqaets, aod held Hieir revels. Father Time has 
BO loved the spot that he has dimmed no one of Its glories, and the 
shadoT of the past, that last grace of all beauty, lies tenderly npon 
the reality of the present. Notiitng has changed hut for the lovelier. 
Civilization, which has driven the ghostly Victors from all manner of 
places, has not meddled here. If we bide the night, then, will not 
the fidries oome back to their familiar court i Alas, harvest-moons 
might wax and wane, and we grow old in waiting. Yon and I. my 
matter-of-fact filend, must sit down here, and improve onr aoquidn- 
tance with the elfin folk by talking of them. The kindly little people 
will not fail to reveal themselves to our tmderBtandbgs, and we may 
gain, after all, the best part of the fruits of intimacy. 

I have often heard you express your wonder at the way In which 
races in their Infancy infase everything in nature with a soul, until the 
commonest speech of the people is instinct with poetry. Tes, nations 
like the day are wont to show theh- rarest splendors at rising and set- 
ting. The purple clouds of poet^ glorll^^ the dawn, and art Is at its 
richest when the sun goes down. Why this is we will not stay to ask. 
It is enough at this time, that we fix our eyes npon one of the bright 
morning stars of English history. It has faded as the day has ad- 
vanced, and now at noon-tide it holds our gaze more by the recollec- 
taon of what it was, and by its interest as an exotio, than by any 
present luster of its own. 

It seems to me, my friend, that wherever the fairy mythology of 
£ngland differs from that of any other country. It exoets the other. 
England drew her myths from the same source with her blood ; and 
the same causes which make us think her men the bravest and noblest 
of Europe, lead us to regard her imag^ation as the purest and health- 
iest. France, Italy and Spain, through the crusades and ]lloslem 
rule, imbibed the superstitions of the East. The mythology of Per- 
sia and Arabia, marked by great splendor and wildness, intensified by 
the pecaliar exaggeration of the Oriental mind, was the original of 
that which appears in Boiordo and Ariosto, and in the metrical and 
prose romances of France and Spain. But England had a calends 
of fairies, elves andgoblins, long before Peter the Hermit even preach- 
ed the first Crusade. Before the battle of Hastings, away back in 
the times before King Arthur established his Table round, the lltUe 
people had here an habitation and a defined office. And from the 
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first the EDglish &yB vera the kind, lovely spliitB. Tbidi ve In child- 
hood knew them. Their SoandinaTiaD ancestry were not ao aniform- 
ly amiabte, but were diylded Into Bright Elves and Black Elres, irtio 
differed as their names. But when they were transplanted to the little 
Isle, Scotland by some hap or other got all the Black Elves, while 
England became the home of theb; Bi^ht brethren. Sir Walter 
Scott, one of the high priests of fidry lore, triee to aooonnt for this, 
partly by the inflii«ice of the Presbyterian clei^, whldi was ag^st 
the supposed" light in&ntryofSatan," and partly by the aspect of the 
country. "As we should naturally attribute," he says, " a lessma- 
llcions disposition, and a less fiigbtful appearance to the fays who 
glide by moonlight through the oaks of Windsor, than to those who 
haunt Uie solitary heaths and lofty mountains of the North." Bnt 
from whatever reason, it is certain that Scotland has a long tale 
against ber elfin tribe, of infants stolen before baptism, or exchanged 
for a hideous imp or Idiot; of crops blasted, travelers misled in 
trackless bf^, cattle maimed, health rained, and even of men taken 
bodUy to elfland. You know that where the English fairies danced 
over night was left a ring of grass of deeper green llian that about ft ; 
these Scotch perversions dajiced too, bnt left tbe grass of their ring 
scorched, and the ground sterile. The English fidries rode, but thehr 
steeds bent not the head of a spear of grass that they trode on, nor 
brushed the dew from the heart of a violet ; the Sootcli elves rode 
also, and left behind tbem wlierever they went, slckneBS, blight and 
fiunine. And there is a curious fact, that the Scotch named their 
spirits, the "good neighbors," or " people." So they called the arch- 
fiend " the gude man," both which facts Soott mentions as an instance 
of the tendency of the Caledonian vulgar to avoid offense, or to pro- 
pitiate those enemies whom they fear. 

However much the English &iries may have difi'ered ftom those of 
the Highlands before the time of Elizabeth, the distance between 
them WAS widened beyond measure, by Shakspesre's ICidsuminer 
Night's Dream, which gathered all the popular beliefs oonoendng 
these little folks, and elevated them for all time. We may divine tiie 
fairy character, and all the round of their employments from this play. 
We learn how they glided at midnight through key-holes of cottage 
and manor house, how they delighted in the well swept hearth, and 
tie fire left for them, — how the tidy housemaid was blest with pleas- 
ant dreams, and "sixpence in her shoe," while the hapless sloven 
was pinched black and blue, in her bed, — ^how they blessed every re- 
lation of the virtuous, and witli what humor they pnniBhed vn»g 
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doers, — what innocent and beaatiful IWea tfaey led; «nd the exceeding 
delicacy and beauty of everything pertaining to their dreu, tlieir 
equipage, their manners, their persons. Were wa to speak of ikii the 
characteristics of these little people, or even of all who have written 
of them, I fear, my Arlend, that we should consniae the day. For 
they have been the darlings of the poets, a clasa of men who never 
keep np from age to age anything which Is not pure, and beantifol, 
uid tfne, and whose love for the fairies is In itself a sufBdent gaar- 
anty that the fairies are a race worth the knowing. Is not that people 
a desirable acquaintance whom Shakspeare, and Beaumont andFIetch- 
er, and Milton, and Herrick, and Drayton, and Hogg, and Scott, and 
Hood, and Keats, and a hondred others, all loved, and all celebrated! 
Indeed I so lore these fairy folk, that though I leave the half concern- 
ing them unsaid, through the dire necessity of ending somewhere, I must 
propound one question before I go. When did the fairies leave Eng- 
land, 6r have t^ey left yet t Five hundred years ago, Chaucer wrote 
thus, in the WIf of Bathe's Tale. 

" la cdde daj^B of the king Artaur, 
Of which that Bretons speken gret hoiioiu', 
All was tliie loud fulfilled of faerie ; 
The Elf-queue, with hire jolj conpagnie, 
Danced M oft in numy & grene mede, 
This was the old opinion aa I rede i 
I Bpeke (£ at&Dj hundred yerea ago ; 
But now can no man eae nan elves mo." 

60 the fairies were a thing of King Arthur's time 1 But nearly 
two hundred years afterward, we find Shakspeare speaking of them as 
if the belief in them was still alive. About the time of Sbakepeare'e 
death, in a song by Bishop Corbett, called " The Fairies' Farewell," 
we find the following : 

Witness : those rings and roundelaTeB 

Of theira, whieh yetrenune, 
Were footed in Queen Marie'a dayee, 

On many a graaay playne. 
But since of late Slizabeth, 

And later James came in, 
They never danced on my heath 

As when the time hath bin. 

By which wee note the fidrfes 
Were of the edd profesnon; 
Their Bongs were Acs Maries, 
Ttufr danees were procwiitn. 
VOL. XXTI. 13 
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But now, alaa 1 thef all are dead, 

Or gone beyond the seaa, 
Or further for religion fled ; 

Or else thej take their ease. 

Then, after all, these uncertaia spritea lived until Queen Uary's 
time, and then, they surely died ? Yet, a little later, at the close of 
the first book of Paradise Lost, Milton speaks of 
■'Fairy elvea 
Wiiose midnight reveU bj a, forest aide 
Or fouutaio, some belated peasaat eeea 
Or dreams he eeea, while overhead *e moon 
Sits arbitresB, and nearer to the earth 
WheeU her pale course ; the?, on their mirth and danM 
Intent, with jocund muaio charm his ear : 
At once with joy and fear lus heart reboundB." 
Were not they gone yet T Why, if they were, should Milton bring 
so ignorant a peasant into an epic 1 Aa I am skeptical on the point of 
Milton's fallibility, in this case, I may be pardoned for repeating a 
further, and well-known passage from L'Altegro, where the gossips 
discourse thus : 

" She was pinched and pulled, she said. 
And he by friar's lantern led, 
Tells how the drudging goblin sweat 
To earn his cream-bowl duly set. 
When in one night, ere glimpse of morn, 
His shadowy ilail had threshed the corn, 
Tliat ten day-laborers could not end; 
Then lies liim down the lubber flend, 
And stretched out all the chimney's length. 
Basks at the fire his haJry strangtli. 
And, crop-flill, out of doors he flings, 
Ere the flrst cock his matin rings." 

Finally, both Ritson and William Howitt, not to mention testimony 
between Milton's time and ours, assure me that to this day the belief in 
fturies is strong in certain secluded districts in Wales. What must 
we think t If I may answer for myself, I not only trust this state- 
ment, but I believe the fairies are in Wales at this present. The 
amiable little people are too good, and too beautiful to be lost to the 
worid, and yet the world has grown too bad for them to live in it. 
They have, therefore, awaiting the day when we shall be again worthy 
of t^eir company, gone into quiet quarters at the West end of the 
Island they so loved. 

My friend, whatever others may do and say, let us go to Wales and 
visit the iairies. a. 
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BASE BALL. 

Bub Bftll Clubs were started in College a little over a year ago, and during all 
last fall, the game waa plajed, by tlie Junior and Sophomore dasHes, with a perfect 
Tengeance. With the former, every afternoon, week in and week out, from tlie be- 
ginning of tbe first term, down to Thanksgiving, used to find the ball-ground pretty 
plentifully sprinkled with players andatudeuta, till about five or six minutes to four, 
when, suddenly, the whole Qeld would be vacant It waa pleasant though — those 
afternoons — the inside, except the striker and now and then a man at the base, all 
lying in a heap, white some one read the lesson to the rest — the outside, intent on 
Qxo game, watching every pass of the ball, now here now there — guarding every 
point, and sure by-and-by to take their turn at I»zy study and the bat; well — 
tiiese warm, sunny daya were pleasant, and, had it not been for something better, 
would almost have made us wish, this t«rm, that it was Junior year again. Senior 
year, and a long, homely ahanty, which has impudently atretched its length across 
the home base, has chai^d all thia, and ball playing with 'Gl has been numbered 
with the things that were. 

Last yeu the club in '62 challenged the club in '61, and in the natch gamewbich 
followed, the latter came out No. 1. Thia year, lie same duba played another 
match game — '62 having challenged again — and of the disaaters of that day it ia my 
Md duty to chronicle, at least, a passing notice. 

On the afternoon of the laat issue of the Lit., a mournful procession of nine, 
mufSed in coats and shawls, and pushing in front of them, in spite of wind and 
a drtzEling tain, a row of flapping umbrellas, " might have been aeea wending their 
way" towards the Quinnipiac ball ground, which had been selected as the place for 
the meeting of the cluba. 

At the toes, '62 having won the choice, chose the outs, and the first man of '61 
went in and look the bat. The particulars of thia interesting game we are not go- 
ing to relate. It is bad enough to stand on the first base, shivering in the cold — 
have all the balla knocked — well, anywhere, see the inside fellows legging 
around t^e bases, socking, now and then, in their haste, the long spikes of their 
ahoes, in the most unceremonioua manner, into your feet — hear their friends ahout, 
cdap their hands, "go in — go in — hurrahforourside;" see now and then a '61 man 
with a Ingubnous facial expression — and hear the earnest inquiry — "what's the 
matter with jou fellows?" — "can't you do better?" — "don't give it up at any rate," 
et eelera, et cetera ; get a knock yourself— tiai, out, the meanest of all mean ways 
to get out — tick, out, bah 1 — neit man ditto ; pick up your coat, travel back to your 
post, sure that by the time you get there, the third man will have had his little 
show — and be on his way to meet you — all thia is very pleasant, in fact I may say, 
delightM; but what shall I say of the emotions caused by the profuse amount of 
cigars which were suddenly smoked throughout College — cigars, which, by their 
number and flavor, and wilhal by the serene, satisfied, somelimss even smiling ei- 
pression of countenance which their possessors wore, betokened neither purchase 
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for caah, purchase on tick, purdtue by books ; in fact, denoCitig no purchase at all, 
bat rather a little friendlj preaont — iudicatire of the unoertaint; of all earthly 
hopes in general, and of the dutj of future econom/ among the Tictiniized few, in 
particular. 

No mora am I going to repeat all tiie viUainouH loads, which vera gotten off on 
the number of tallies scored by the discomfltted tmd cerulean "nine." I will Just 
out with [t — plump and square. In five or ns innings — I cant afford to be partic- 
ular — '61 scored just oo« tally; 'S2 anywhere frem twenty to twenty-flve. A driving 
run broke off this interesting game, and since the erentM afternoon, no disposition 
hag been manifosted to resumo it. 

"I pray ^, deal with men in misery, 
Iitke one that may himself be miserable- 
Insult not too much upon our wretchedness ; 
The noble minds stall will not when they can." 

BURIAL OP EUCLID. 

The usual notice of the pass-word, at the usual time, was poased around the vii- 
rious classm in College, and for once was unheralded by the diabtdical screechinga 
of tin horns. If there was one nuisance more than anotber about Cidkige, which 
oaed to make our teeOigrate and oiirl:4aod boll, it was the uneartbly bowlings of 
Sophomoric tin horns. If only a little more digestiUe, we would like to have seen 
every one of them rammed down their owner's throats. Those members of 'S3 
who bad the charge of the last Burial of Suclid, in requsitii^ ereijbody to leave 
theii tin horns at home, acted like sensible men. They showed » regud for the 
feelings of the sick In the city, which was certainly commendable. 

At 10 o'dock Friday night, Not. 16, all who wished to participate in the pro- 
ceedinga, asaembledon the State House steps; and, alter lightang Qt^tordheB, 
fonned theii procesaioii, and beaded by the New Haven Band, marched past tha 
Colleges, then down Chapel street to Union Hall, which, in ccaisequence of the re- 
flisal of somebody to let them hare the Temple, had been secured for the exercises 
of the evening. The procession was very orderly, and, under the circumstances, a 
reiy fine one. Thefitct is,thatif it werenot for the perfectly outrageous excesses 
which characterise tiiese ezenriBes, both in the street and in the Hall, and which 
disgust the grestei part of Ccdl^e, this procession, with its grotesqne and goblin 
disgutses, its torches and brilliant fireworks, and the opportnnity it affbrds for fine 
masquerade displ^, would be something is which all Collie could engage, and thos 
produce a magnificent procession at night, wbioh would at least Bnggest something 
like that of the old carnivals at Korae. 

The exerciseB at the Hall, as we have understood, were rather tame, but deserre 
no little praise for the absence of the usual characteristics of Burial of Endid 
apeedieB. The programme is not overstocked with wit, but neverthelets, the per- 
fbrmanoe was an improvement, in many respects, upon those of preoeeding yean. 

PHOTOGHAFHS. 

iix. Somebody, to us an unknown artisljc genius, not bog ago drove a bol>tful 
hearse np Elm street, and after hitdiing his decrepid quadrupedal equine beast to 
a diminutive npiight post, proceeded to plant his etereosoopio apparatus In the 
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middle <^ the street, and to level it at a umque groups of every variety of ezpresaion, 
from the sublimely mlaanthropio and the getting-my-picture-taken look of the 
haadsome man, to the dont-care-a-continetital of tlie homely ones I in every vari- 
ety of position, from the graceful ntglige and the digniBed erect, to the outright squat 
upon iJie sidewalk, and tlio icelegant straddle and regulm cock-of-tho-rooM 
perch upon the highest rounds of the fence. Both Diviaions were soon immortal- 
iied; and their pictures are now on exhibition and for aala at 166 Divinity. 

ilr. Moulthrop, we understand, has been engaged to take Photographs of that 
part of the class wlio prefer them to steel engravings. If we can Judge of his 
skill in the art by a picture of the Cymolhoe, which he has on eihibitJon, be will 
probably succeed to the satisfaction of all. In light and shade, in grouping and 
general artistic arrangament, it ia as flne a picture as tbatof the "Harvard," which 
so excited our jealousy a few miHiths s^. She is taken at "give way," and is 
manned by the crew who won in her the first prize in the barge race, at the begin- 
ning of the present term, 

THANKSGIVING JUBILEE. 

TtiiB festival has now become a fixed institutioQ of College. As far down as the 
Class of '51, the usual exercises consisted of extempore speeches, society songs, 
and such other matters as the occasion would suggest. They naturally gave way 
to something more elaborate and entertaming, until now in Thanksgiving Jubilee 
we have one of the richest aniertainmenta which College performances aSbrd. 

In the brief notice which we give of the exhibition, we are obliged to omit to a 
great extent everything like minuteness of detail, and speak for the most part in 
general terms. Besides, there is this fact which we cannot overlook, and which 
dmost disarms criticism, namely, the whole efibiis of those eng^^ in the per- 
(brmances are gratuitous, and imdertoken solely to please the rest of their fellow- 
studenlA, and that too, not unfVequentiy with, considerable reluctance and peisoniJ 
Inconvenience. We believe, however, that a fair critirasm ia not only proper, bnt 
for reasons which suggest themselves to all, even desirable. The order of exer- 
cdses was as follows ; 

1. Opening Load. 

2. Address by Hon. Clias. Sumner, (cut short by a visit of the Kew Haven 
troops and a Wide Awaka torch-hght procession.) 

3. Keport of the Censor of the Brothers in Unity. 

4. Comedy— The SUge Struck Tankea. 
6. Prof. DeLauney and his Pictures. 

€. Hand Oi^an and Monkey accompauiment, 

T. The Tragedy of Aloestis. Ifc 

8. Political Burlesque. 

9. Nixon's Circus and Uenagerie of Wild Animals, conclnding witii a ballet 

10. Songs from '63'b Glee Club. 

11. Parco— A Romance under Difficultiea. 

The Committee of Arrangements had been at considerable pains in getting up 
good st^e appurtenances, a good orchestra, and on the whole a splendid order of 
exercises for the eveningi's entartaimnent. The first business of the two Societies 
was to elect officers for the ocoasion— a President and Secretary ^m each— the 

VOL. ZXTl. 13 



,.,.d.:, Google 



,.,.d.:, Google 



